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Summary: Danny dies and becomes Clockwork's apprentice. He spends 
most of his time training or doing jobs for Clockwork until one 
mission will send him back to amity park as a new student in Casper 
High; Daniel Time. What will he do? 


1 . Chapter 1 
**Chapter 1** 

**I do not own Danny Phantom** 

Danny ' s P . 0 . V 

Tonight is a good night for a calming fly, which is exactly what I 
need. I still don't understand why Dash enjoys beating me up so much 
I still don't understand why Paulina elects to humiliate me everyday 
I still don't understand why my parents think I'm evil. And for the 
life of me I cant think of why Valerie hates me. I haven't don't 
anything wrong, sure I make mistakes, everyone does. At least I 
apologised, I guess there's nothing else I can do except accept my 
life and keep doing what I do. But, god, can it get 
annoying . 

Flashback 

I sigh heavily as I hear the oh so creative taunt, "hey Fen-turd! I 
got detention because of you!" 

I turn around to see Dash Baxter walking up to me angrily, "well, if 
you weren't too busy beating me up you would have heard the warning 
bell, " I mutter under my breath as Sam and Tucker walk out of the 
school to get our usual seats at the Nasty Burger. 

"What was that. Fen-toenail?" Dash asks trying to look intimidating. 
It really doesn't work on me, but alas, I must seem like a wimpy 



little loser so that no one will figure out who I am. 


"N-nothing, Dash, " I say quietly trying to look as scared as I can, 
when really I'm not scared at all. Dash laughs and shoves me into my 
locker, and then I hear Paulina. 

"Good job. Dash, " she says evilly, "once again the whole school can 
see just how much of a loser Fenton is." 

She laughs and walks off, leaving me stuck here to listen as every 
single kid in the school laughs. Joy. 

End of flashback 

After that I flew to the Nasty Burger only to get stopped in my path 
by my own parents. They chased me for an hour until I finally got rid 
of them. I'm just glad that not too many ghosts have come today, I 
wonder why that is. Well, I'm not complaining, now I get to enjoy 
flying under the beautiful starry sky at midnight without a care in 
the world. 

This is the best way for me to ease all the stress of my life. Sure, 
it ' s not very healthy for a fourteen year-old boy to be up and about 
at this hour. But if you haven't noticed I'm not really and ordinary 
human. Eight hours of sleep my ass, I only need four hours, which I 
don't get anyways, so couldn't care less. Flying's always been my 
favourite pass time, the wind whipping in my white hair, the quiet 
state of the city at night, the sounds of the only owl that wasn't 
scared off by ghosts, the clicking of an ecto-gun ready to shoot 
me . 

Wait, what? I turn to my left to see an ecto-gun pressed against my 
fore head. The gun is blocking my view of whoever is holding the gun 
but that doesn't really matter. All I can do is stare into the gun 
and watch as it lights up inside. This is literally the longest 
millisecond of my life, I'm about to get shot and I can't even do 
anything about it, this sucks. Wait, why's the energy red? And that 
smella€ | Blood blossoms. That gun is loaded with pure blood blossom 
slime, this person is trying to kill mea€ no, they are killing 
me . 

I screech in agony as the blood blossom covers my face and drips into 
my mouth, slowly killing me from the inside out. I can feel my 
insides burning, my stomach, my kidneys, my bones and veins, my 
lungs. It hurts so much I can't even scream anymore, actually I think 
my larynx is now destroyed. Second after agonizing second all I can 
do is wait for the substance to make its way to my core and end my 
lif e . 

Finally I fall out of the sky, and revert back to Danny Fenton. A 
thud sounds through my ears as I hit the ground. I look up hoping to 
catch a glimpse of the person who did this to me, unfortunately I'm 
in too much pain to focus. My vision blurs and me heart stops, my 
eyes flutter closed and the last thing I see is something fly down 
towards me. I get a feeling of being weightless as my body 
disintegrates into thin air. A panic settles over me as I realize now 
I can't protect the people of amity, I need to stay, I need to help. 
My panic quickly turns into sadness. I'll never graduate. I'll never 
get married and make a future for myself. I knew the second I left 
the portal I would die young, but it still came too quickly. There 



wasn't enough time for me to do anything I wanted in life. Not enough 
time for me to make sure my family and friends are safe. Time went by 
too fast for me, there's not enough timea€| 

Killer's P.O.V 

A smile forms on my face as I fly up to Phantom, finally I can rid 
the world that low-life piece of scum who only want's to cause 
destruction and kill everyone. What is he doing anyways, most-likely 
plotting how he's gonna destroy all of amity. I silently fly behind 
him and hold my gun up to his head. I press the trigger and try as 
best I can not to laugh at the look of pure terror on his face as he 
realizes there's no getting out of this one. 

I recently managed to get my hands on ammo that, instead of firing 
ecto-blasts, fires blood blossom slime. Blood blossoms, in any form, 
supposedly, can kill almost any ghost, including the ghost known as 
Danny Phantom. They are supposed to completely destroy almost any 
type of ghost, how they do that, I do not know. Where they come from, 

I do not know. Why they can kill ghosts but not humans, I do not 

know. What I do know I that one blast of this, and Phantom will be 
gone, for good. 

I say it can kill almost all ghosts because legend says there was 
once a type of ghost that was completely immune to blood blossoms. 

All the stories I've heard said that this certain type of ghost was 
very strong and could do more than any other type of ghost. Whether 
they had more powers or their powers were stronger, no one will know. 
They are the ghosts of myths and legends and are only seen there is a 

great problem that only they can fix. In every story that I have ever 

heard about these ghosts says they are almost always alone, but can 
be sought out for advice or assistance. Then again I've only heard 
the human stories but in these stories they are called masters or 
apprentices . 

Getting back on topic, I watch as phantom gets his by the blast and 
his face turns to one of pure agony. He screams, sounding like a 
dying animal, I guess that's because he is one. As he screeches the 
slime drips down into his mouth and I realize how the blood blossom 
kills. A twisted smirk forms on my masked face when I see him get 
disintegrated from the inside out. It looks so painful, just what 
this monster deserves. His voice gives way even though I can tell he 
didn't stop screaming, he's in too much pain to stop. He looks like 
he's dying, no wait, he is dying. My smile becomes even bigger, if 
that's even possible, when I see him loosing altitude. I've finally 
won, he's finally dead. 

My expression turns to one of complete horror as the evil and 
monstrous Danny Phantom turns into the sweet and kind Danny Fenton. 
How did I not notice before? They have the same first name and 
basically the same last, Fenton, Phantom. They have the same 
hairstyle. Same face shape, nose, mouth, eyes, ears. Same body 
figure, same voice. Aside from the hair color, eye color, clothes, 
attitude and the fact that one of them is a ghost they are literally 
the same person. And I just killed him. 

Shot him in the face. 


Smiled as he screamed in agony. 



Watched as his insides were burned. 


Killed him. 

I just killed Danny Fenton. I fly down to the ground just as he 
disent igrates , and fall to my knees. What have I done? Oh my god, I 
just killed a human being! What about his family, Sam, Tucker? Did 
they know? His parents didn't, but what about the others? What will 
they think? Will thay figure out it was me? Will they hate me 
forever? Yes, oh my god, I just killed a fourteen year-old boy. I 
just killed someone's son. I just killed someone's friend. I just 
ruined someone's life, along with my own. I. Am. A. Murderer. I need 
help where can I go to geta€ | advice. I gasp as I realize where I can 
go. I can find a Master. 

**And there's chapter 1! I know it's sad, but it gets better, maybe. 
If you don't like, don't read.** 

-k -k — -k -k 


2 . Chapter 2 
**Chapter 2** 

**I do not own Danny Phantom** 

Danny ' s P . 0 . V 

I groan as I open my eyes only to close them because of how bright 
the room is, "where and who am I," I mumble under my 
breath . 

Apparently I wasn't very quiet because I get answered by a black 
shadowy figure, "you have just died and are about to take a test to 
figure out who you will be as a ghost. For example; we need to figure 
out your obsession and power level. Once the test is finished you 
will be transported to the general area of your new home in the Ghost 
Zone . " 

As I open my eyes again a white shadowy figure speaks, "we have 
erased your memories of who you were before you died so that your 
answers in the test will be unbiased, we don't need other people 
affecting your choices. Don't worry you will get your memories back 
once the test is done." 

"Alright," I look at them, "may I ask who you are?" 

The black one answers, "that is irrelevant, you will not remember us 
when the test is over." 

"Is that why there's two of you?" I ask, "So you don't get 
lonely . " 

"Yes," the white one says, "now on with the test." 

I get teleported into a white room that has black writing on the 
wall: 'good or evil?' 


One of their voices rings through my ears 


"when you have your answer 



just say it, we can hear and see you." 

I nod to show my understanding then turn my attention to the words on 
the wall. This question is wrong there's no such thing as good or 
evil, "neither," I say, "there's just many different shades of 
grey . " 

Right when I finish my sentence the words fade out and are placed 
with: 'right or wrong?' 

Again with the invalid questions, I sigh, "I depends on the situation 
and the point of viewa€ | unless it's math." 

One of them speaks up, "we're going to give you harder questions that 
require more time to answer, don't rush with these ones." 

The question fades again and is replaced with: 'where are you?' I 

answer, "I am in a room being tested." 

New words come on the wall: 'tested for what?' 

These questions are just going to get harder, I can tell, "tested to 
see who I was, am and will be. Based on my answers I will be given a 
certain place in the ghost zone." 

Another question appears: 'what are you doing?' I read the question 

and say, "I am answering these questions honestly and to the best of 
my abilities based on my understanding of them." 

I hear muffled noises, as if the ghosts I saw when I woke up are 
discussing my answers so far. That's probably what they're doing. The 
words get replaced once again: 'what will you do?' that's an odd 

question, they want me to guess what I'll do in the future, I think 
for a bit then say, "I will continue to be honest and do everything 
to the best of my abilities. Though, I can not give you an exact 
answer that I what I intend to do." 

An indifferent voice comes through the room again, "this is the last 
and hardest question, you must definitely take your time here, this 
is where almost everyone is led astray." 

The final question replaces the last, "who are you?" well, I don't 
know _who _I am so I'm assuming this question is really asking 'where 
do I view myself in society, ' what a tricky question. I think about 
this for a few minutes to make sure I have my thoughts in order, I 
really don't need to because I had my answer right away but, better 
safe than sorry. I reread the question and speak, "I am a being with 
my own thoughts and feelings who views everyone as equals, to a 
certain extent, and should be viewed and treated just how I view and 
treat others." 

One of the shadowy figures hums through the speaker (so that's how I 
can hear them) and says, "interesting, give us a minute to discuss 
this and we will be with you presently, " at that I sit down on the 
ground and patently wait for then to finish. 

Black shadowy figure's P.O.V 

My partner, let's call them W, looks to me, "I told you he would give 
us unused answers . " 



I look at W, "yes, yes you did. Now we just need to place him 
properly . " 

"Being a placer is so hard, all the responsibility," W sighs. 

I feel pity for W, this job is very hard at first, "don't worry, it 

gets easier with time. Anyways back on topic, what do you 

think." 

"I, personally, think he deserves to get a position with power. He's 
been through so much yet he remains true to himself and others, he 
didn't collapse under pressure. We should cut him some slack, plus I 
can tell he wouldn't misuse any of his power, it's not like he has 
misused his power in the past." 

I look at my partner, W's really getting better at this, "I agree, it 
did help that we could read his thoughts and know he isn't lying to 


W puts in some more information, "he died via blood blossom, that 
means we can make him a Master or Apprentice, right?" 

"Yes, I think we should make him an apprentice. He seems to think 
that he couldn't handle being given so much responsibility all at 
once. That would be the better option, the question is, who's 
apprentice should he be?" I say calmly. 

W thinks for a moment, "replay his last thoughtaC i please. That could 
give us some valuable insight." 

Of course! Why didn't I think of that? I go through our files on 
Danny Fenton/Phantom and hit play on his last thoughts. 

'_Now I can't protect the people of amity, I need to stay, I need to 
help. I'll never graduate. I'll never get married and make a future 
for myself. I knew the second I left the portal I would die young, 
but it still came too quickly. There wasn't enough time for me to do 
anything I wanted in life. Not enough time for me to make sure my 
family and friends are safe. Time went by too fast for me, there's 
not enough timea€| ' _ 

"That's it!" I exclaim. 

"What's it?" W asks with a confusion-laced tone. 

I look to W, "I know whose apprentice he can be." 

"Well," W says expectantly, "whose apprentice can he be?" 

"He can be Clockwork's apprentice," I say. 

"True," W pauses, "Clockwork is already the boy's guardian and seems 
to like him. The boy also holds a great respect for Clockwork, they 
would work very well together. Decision made?" 

"Decision made," I parrot, "let's go tell him." 

We teleport out of the viewing room and into the room where Daniel 
took the test to see him sitting on the floor waiting, he could 



probably tell we would take awhile from the beginning. He hears us 
and stands up while brushing off invisible dust. When he turns around 
we tell him of our decision, what we say to him doesn't make very 
much of an impact considering he can't remember Clockwork. When we 
finish he nods and says goodbye right before we teleport him to where 
Clockwork will go to find him. It was refreshing to have such a kind 
and honest-hearted person here, too bad they're not all like 
him . 

Valerie ' s P . 0 . V 

By morning the whole town knew about Danny's disappearance. When the 
police went looking for him they found his body right where I last 
saw him, where Ia€| killed him. I suppose that a copy of his body was 
somehow made to make up for the fact that ghosts disintegrate when 
they die, he wasn't full ghost so his body probably disintegrated 
then reappeared. It's noon now and everyone knows Danny's dead. My 
dad let me stay home from school because he knows we were friends and 
figured I should have time to mourn. Don't get me wrong, I appreciate 
the action but it feels wrong to mourn for the person I 
killed . 

Danny's parents went into a frenzy when they heard he died. They 
think a ghost killed him and now they're hunting every ghost they see 
without mercy, they'll probably be hunting like this until they 
themselves die. His friends and sister have all gotten the day off 
and are coping in their own ways, they took it better than his 
parents did. The rest of the town are all worried because Phantom's 
sudden disappearance has not gone un-noticed. I can't believe I'm the 
cause of all this distress. 

I spent all morning doing research on Masters and Apprentices hoping 
to find one that can help me, until a came upon a file about The 
Master of Time. It says he knows everything and can be very helpful 
at times, it has a map to his lair, but says his lair can only be 
found if he lets you find it. I hope that he lets me talk to him. 

I turn on my Red Huntress gear and fly out of my window, straight to 
Fenton Works. I stop in an alley near my destination and sneak up to 
their back door. When I try the handle I find that the door is 
unlocked and sneak inside. After making sure nobody's home I walk 
down into their lab and open the portal. When I get into the Ghost 
Zone I make sure to ignore all the ghosts and follow my map to where 
The Master of Time should be. 


After awhile I come across a tower that's surrounded by floating 
gears and stuff. I gather all the courage I have left and fly to the 
front door of the tower and knock. Right when I finish knocking the 
door opens, I walk in the door and down the hall to where the only 
light is. When I step into the room I am greeted by a ghost in a 
purple cloak. 

"Hello Valerie," he says, "my name is Clockwork." 

I falter when he uses my name, "how did you know my name?" 


Clockwork smiles and says, "I know everything, including why you're 
here . " 


"So, can you answer my questions?" I ask wearily. 



"I can answer all except one," he says in a calm tone. 

"Alright," I say slowly, "what is-was Danny?" 

Clockwork sighs sadly, "Daniel was a Haifa one of the only two of his 
kind, the only to have honest intentions. A Haifa is half ghost, half 
human, he became a Haifa when he was electrocuted in the Ghost 
Portal. Please respect his wishes and refrain from telling anyone 
about this." 

"Of course," I say right away, "why didn't he tell me?" 

"He didn't tell anyone because at first he was scared of being 
rejected and cast-out but, later on he decided everyone would be 
safer if they didn't know. The only humans who know his secret are 
Samantha, Tucker, Jasmine and you," he states. 

"Okay, one last question. What happened to him?" I ask. 

Clockwork pauses, "I'm afraid that is what I can not tell you." 

"Why not?" I ask, starting to get frustrated. 

"Because I simply can't," he repeats calmly. 

Before I get the chance to say anything else the portal thingy behind 
Clockwork buzzes to life with a picture of a person wearing a cloak 
laying face down on a floating cogwheel with words above it. 

Clockwork blocks my view before I can read the words or see any of 
the detail in the picture. 

"I must be on my way now, I'm sending you to your home," after he 
says that I'm teleported back into my bedroom. 

Well, now I have to continue on with my life, just like everyone 
else, and hope I don't get labeled a murderer. 

**Yay! Tell me what you think in the reviews, and if there's anything 
you want to see in this story I'll try to make it happen. Just a 
heads up I will be doing a few chapters of Danny's afterlife before I 
get into the main plot just because huge time skips bother me a lot. 
Anyways, Goodbye.** 

-k ~k — ~k -k 


3 . Chapter 3 
**Chapter 3** 

**I do not own Danny Phantom** 

Clockwork's P.O.V 

After I send Valerie back to her home I turn around to look at the 
message that has been placed on my viewing portal. It has a picture 
of a teenage boy passed out laying down on his face. He is laying on 
one of the cogwheels that surround the Clock Tower, I cant see what 
he looks like because the cloak he is wearing covers most of his 



body. A phrase above the boy's head explains to me what this message 
means, even though I don't need an explanation. The phrase reads: 
'Daniel has been chosen to become your apprentice, go find him. 
a€"Placers. ' A small smile comes to my face when I read this. There's 
two reasons for my smile, one, now I know Daniel's okay, and two, I 
can already tell he will be the best apprentice I could hope to 
have . 

I float a few centimeters higher and leave the Clock Tower, ready to 
find Daniel. I fly at an easy pace and look around for my new 
apprentice. Unfortunately, I can't se anything that directly involves 
what the Placers do, therefore, I can't see where they put 
Daniel . 

After four minutes of searching I come across the cogwheel that was 
on the message. When Daniel comes into view I see him slowly sitting 
up as he tries to recognise his surroundings. He almost jumps when he 
notices my presence, by the look in his eyes I can tell he doesn't 
have his memories back just yet. 

I speak up when Daniel tries to stand, "you might want to stay 
sitting . " 

"Why?" he looks up at me with confusion in his eyes, but does as I 
say anyways. This is why I can tell he will be a good apprentice, 
even without knowing who I am he listens to the advice I give. 

I look ahead of me, into the green atmosphere, "because, any second 
now you're going to get a rush of memories and it's going to 
hurt . " 

He nods in understanding. Seven seconds later he squeezes his eyes 
shut and duck his head down, trying to ease the pain. After awhile he 
looks up at me and smiles to show that the pain has gone. 

"What's your name," I ask. 

He looks at me with a straight face, "my name was Danny." 

"Was?" I question, he already seems to have come to terms with his 
death . 

"Well, yeah," he deadpans, "I'm not going to announce that I'm almost 
everyone's enemy and in less than a day, has gained more power than 
most could wish to have. I think a fresh start would be the best 
idea," he says while standing up. 

"I suppose that would be a good idea." 

When he stood up his hood fell down from his head and I can clearly 
see what his mind has subconsciously chosen his new appearance to be. 
He is wearing a hooded cloak, with a white gear clasp over his left 
collarbone, much like mine. The black of his cloak fades away close 
to the bottom replacing it with white. He has a black t-shirt 
underneath a thin white vest. He is wearing a white belt with black 
jeans, black fingerless gloves and white winter boots. He is far 
paler than he was before, now he is almost as pale as a sheet of 
paper. The most surprising thing out of his new appearance would be 
his hair and eyes. His hair is white at the top and fades into black 
near the ends, there are thin strips of maroon going vertically 



through his hair. His eyes are a vibrant green-blue that glow with 
life, he also has thin red strips that travel outwards inside his 
irises. He almost looks like a combination of his human and ghost 
half with a change of clothes. 

As we fly back to the Clock Tower a watch appears on Daniel's wrist, 
the Clock part of his black watch is, oddly enough, resting on the 
inside of his wrist, "ummmm, " Daniel mumbles, "what's this?" 

I glance at him and say, "that watch is there so that you can channel 
all of your basic ghost powers through it and amplify their effects. 
Basic ghost powers being flying, invisibility, intangibility, 
ecto-blasts and rays as well as other ecto-energy based powers such 
as shields . " 

Daniel thought for a bit, "alright, that makes sense. Do your watches 
and stuff do that as well?" 

I pause, how was he doing so bad at school? Just from that comment I 
can tell he is just as smart as the rest of the members of his old 
family, being town hero must have really prevented him from doing his 
best everywhere else, "yes, every watch helps with a certain set of 
powers, you will end up getting more watches over time." 

He nods in understanding, "I'm assuming that your Time Staff can be 
used to channel all your powers through, but it's the only thing you 
have for your time powers, yes?" 

Ghost hunting must have REALLY taken it's toll on him, most people I 
talk to can barely keep up with what I say. Even his sister had 
trouble understanding me, "correct, " I look ahead of us, "here we 


When we land on the stone of the front entrance the door opens for us 
and we walk in. when we get through the front doors I show Daniel 
where his room is and leave him to explore for a bit. He already 
knows the basics of this place, as in, he knows where everything 
important is. 

I head out to the viewing room to finish what I was doing before Ms. 
Gray came and interrupted me. After I make sure everything is in 
order I tell the Observants that I solved the problem they created 
and they tell me to focus on training my apprentice for the next 
little while and they would tell me if there was a problem. Since 
Daniel pulled his hood back over his face when we left the cogwheel 
the Observants didn't have enough time to figure out who he was. Also 
they can't see into any of the ghosts' lairs so there will be a long 
time before they have another chance to figure it out. The only 
people who know who Daniel was before he died is the Placers and 
myself. I am pretty sure that's how Daniel intends to keep that 
knowledge . 

When Daniel comes into the viewing room I turn towards him, "have you 
decided what your name will be?" 

Daniel smirks and pulls his hood down so he can see me properly, 
"actually, yes." 

"Well," I say expectantly, "are you going to tell me?" 



He exaggerates a sigh and answers, "I like the sound of 
Timeless . " 

"Interesting, care to tell me why? No one picks a name without a 
reason," I reply. 

D-Timeless shifts awkwardly, "I chose it as a reminder, of who I was 
before I died . " 

Very intriguing, "care to elaborate?" 

"A reminder of the endless amount of times I was hurt or put down by 
others and the endless amount of time I helped them despite our 
differences," Timeless mumbles quietly. 

I chuckle at his shyness, "I like it, you have a very good reason for 
choosing that name." 

Timeless looks up at me, "really? I thought it was 
childish . " 

"Absolutely not, " I insist, "if anything having a reason like that 
will encourage you to continue to help others as well as giving your 
name a special meaning to you." 

"I suppose," he agrees, "what exactly does a Time Apprentice do?" 

I smile inwardly at my apprentice's antics, "for now you will be 
training with me and studying things that you need to know for 
existence in general. Once you have the training and knowledge you 
need I will start to send you on 'missions', if you will, and you 
will help me maintain the time stream." 

Timeless thinks about it for a moment then cracks a grin, "and here I 
thought that being dead would get me out of school." 

I chuckle softly, "far from. Timeless. Actually you will be doing 
more learning if anything." 

"Care to elaborate?" Timeless asks, repeating what I said 
earlier . 

"You will be learning everything that you should be learning in 
school times four, you will be learning about the Ghost Zone and 
other mandatory ghost knowledge and multiple languages, " I say, as 
Timeless' eyes widen with each word. 

Timeless is silent for a minute, "you expect me to be able to learn 
all that?" 

"Yes, " I answer bluntly, "you would be very intelligent today if you 
were given the chance to pay attention at all during school. You 
won't be fighting ghosts while I teach you and I will do my absolute 
best not to bore you to sleep." 

Timeless tries to stifle a yawn with his hand as he speaks, "got it. 
This sure is a lot to take in." 

"you must be very tired after such an overwhelming day, go to sleep, " 
Timeless nods in appreciation and walks back to his room. It's a good 



thing he's not freaking out about the fact that he' dead. 


**Done! I am not copying RaeSoul I just really liked their story and 
wanted to try it for myself, it most likely will seem like other 
stories at times but I have no intention of ripping anyone off, sorry 
if this bothers you. Anyways, What did you think? Be sure to tell me. 
I was literally writing this chapter for five hours, I think I need 
sleep too. Hope you enjoyed this chapter.** 

* * _ -5k- -k 


4 . Chapter 4 
**Chapter 4** 

**I do not own Danny Phantom** 

Danny ' s P . 0 . V 

One week after I died. Clockwork and I are in a study of sorts. I am 
reading a book about human history when someone knocks on the door. I 
quickly pull my hood up and follow Clockwork to the front door, I 
watch as he picks up a library book on his way out. When we get to 
the door, it opens revealing Ghostwriter to be the first ghost, aside 
from Clockwork, that I see since my death. 

"Greetings, " Clockwork says, he needs to work on his people 
skills . 

"Hello Clockwork," Ghostwriter pauses and I stiffen just a bit, "I'm 
assuming you know why I'm here?" 

Clockwork nods, "of course, I apologise for not returning your book 
sooner, I've been busy lately," he says while hand Ghostwriter the 
book he picked up earlier. 

"That's quite alright," Ghostwriter notices me, "who is this?" 

"This is my new apprentice. Timeless, " Clockwork gestures to 
me . 

That's my cue, "hello. Ghostwriter." 

He seems to be taken aback by the fact that I know who he is, he 
quickly hides his surprise, "hello, it's a pleasure to meet you, but 
I must be on my way now, have a gloomy day!" 

Ghostwriter rushes out the door right after he finishes his sentence 
and flies as fast as he can back towards his library. The door closes 
and we walk, or float, back to the study. When we get to the study I 
decide to break the silence, "he seemed to be in a rush." 

"I think the fact that I have an apprentice threw him off, he's 
probably telling someone of his new development, " Clockwork 
chuckles . 

I laugh a bit and sit back down, picking up my book I continue to 
read. I read for a while trying to remember as much as I can until 
Clockwork speaks up. 



"Tell me what you know about the French revolution, " he looks at me 
expectantly . 

"Well, uh, it started in 1789 and ended in the late 1790's, during 
this time the French citizens changed the political landscape, but, I 
don't want to go into too much detail on anything because I haven't 
finished the book yet and don't have all the facts," I say 
wearily . 

"Alright," Clockwork starts, "that's understandable. And before you 
ask, there's a reason you are reading this an not just watching what 
happened. One, you need to get used to reading because you will 
eventually be reading books that aren't in English. Two, reading is 
good for you and three, watching it would be cheating." 

I sigh quietly before asking my next question, "when you're doing 
your watching the time streams thing will I be teaching everything to 
my self?" 

"Yes and no. I will give you everything you need to teach yourself 
what you are learning at the time and will help you if you're 
struggling with something. As for your training, you had a very good 
method before you died so I will let you do that on your own, unless 
something like your ice powers happens again, " when he says that, I 
just look at him. I guess I have always learned more when I taught 
myself, but, man does he have high expectations. 

"Alright," I say slowly, "and I'm assuming you're going to, like, 
quiz me or something at random points in time? Like you did just 
now? " 


Clockwork nods, "precisely." 

Ghostwriter's P.O.V 

I fly away from the Clock Tower as fast as I can in search of a ghost 
that won't try to kill me. I really need to tell someone that 
Clockwork has an apprentice. After a few minutes of flying I run into 
Ember, literally. 

"Watch it!" Ember looks at me, "what's got you in such a rush?" 

I catch my book and answer her, "oh, just the newest piece of gossip 
that can float around this place." 

Ember smiles a bit and tells me to follow her, when I ask why she 
says that Kitty can help spread the word and should hear first. I 
follow Ember until we set foot at Kitty's lair and meet her. 

"Hey Em, hey Ghostwriter, " Kitty greets us and I quickly look around 
the place. It's not very large but is definitely not what I expected 
to see here. All the walls are red and have a single green stripe on 
them, on the back wall there's a huge wardrobe for her many outfits, 
she really cares about fashion. On the right wall she has a black 
couch with a coffee table in front of it, the couch is facing the 
left wall where she has a flat screen ecto-tv. She must not spend a 
lot of time here. 


"Hey," Ember and I answer at the same time. 



Kitty look at both of us then talks, "so, what brings you to my 
lair?" 

"Ghostwriter has some gossip for us," Ember answers. 

Kitty basically leaps for joy, "Finally! Something new! It's a whole 
week since I last heard anything interesting, tell me!" 

"Clockwork has an apprentice," I say smugly. 

"What!?" both Kitty and Ember exclaim at the same time. Ember crosses 
her arms, "I don't believe you." 

"Well, you should," I say, "because it's true." 

Kitty interrupts the blossoming argument, "tell us about this Time 
Apprentice . " 

"I don't know very much," I start, "but, his name is Timeless and he 
sounds like he's a teenager. His whole body, including the face, was 
covered by a black cloak and he knew who I was before I told 
him." 

"Alright, that sounds legit. I believe it, now let's go spread the 
word!" Kitty flies out the door excitedly and we follow, ready to 
tell everyone who will listen to us. 

Danny ' s P . 0 . V 

Later that night I lay awake on my bed thinking about my family and 
friends. I'm not scared or freaked out about being dead, that doesn't 
bother me. What does bother me is that I don't know if everyone in 
the human realm is okay. Have any ghosts attacked? Is anyone hurt? 

Are they grieving for me? I sure hope not, they need to continue with 
their lives. They better not be grieving for me. Also, I miss them. 
I'm sure that over time I won't miss them but, for now, I just want 
to see their faces again, even though I know I won't see them for a 
long time, or ever for that fact. 

I fall asleep thinking about everything I left behind, just barely 
noticing the feel of something cold tracing the single tear that fell 
from my eyes . 

/ 

When I wake up I get out of bed and walk down the long halls of the 
Clock Tower. I walk to the viewing room, where Clockwork most 
definitely is. Something's off this morning, I feel like I'm being 
watched. I'll ask clockwork about it when I get to the viewing room. 
When I get to the viewing room I see Clockwork at one of the viewing 
portals watching something. 

"Hey," I start slowly, "do you happen to know why I feel like I'm 
being watched?" 

Clockwork turns around and looks at me, "that's because you are being 
watched . " 


"ummmm, okay," I say even slower than I did before. 



Clockwork chuckles, "last night, did you feel anything scratch 
you? " 

"Actually now that you mention it, yes, " I say, recalling that 
feeling that I had just before I fell asleep. 

"Well, you now have a scar on your left eye. That scar bonds you to 
the animal that will follow you everywhere and help you whenever it 
can. It will always know where you are and what you are feeling, you 
can ask it to do things by thinking of what you want it to do, " he 
explains . 

All of a sudden an eagle made out of the parts of a clock appears and 
lands on my shoulder. It's actually really cool, it weighs just as 
much as a normal eagle would and has the same attributes, except it 
being made out of clock parts, not feathers and stuff. I, personally, 
think that this eagle is way more majestic than a living one. 

I look at it out of the corner of my eye, "so, do you have a 
name? " 


It looks at me and I get this weird feeling then I just know it's 
name, kind of like telepathy except instead of being told with words 
the information that I want just makes itself available to 
me . 

"Cogwheel, eh? That's a cool name, I like it," I smile and he sort of 
smiles, he can't actually smile, him being an eagle and all. 

I look to clockwork, "do you have a helpful and slightly telepathic 
animal too?" 

He smiles sadly, "I did. I had a greyhound, she died saving my 
life." 

"oh," I can tell Clockwork doesn't want to talk about it, so I change 
the subject, "what do I have to learn? Please don't make me do math 
today . " 

**Tada! All of your great reviews are really staring to get me 
excited about this story, so, keep doing what you're doing! 

Adios ! ** 


* * * * 


End 
f ile . 



